Chapter Two
ALL SOULS' NIGHT
I
T was^quite dark when No-man and Thuella stood together
outsid*e the Circus-field. Dud could clearly make out behind
his companion's figure the curved outline of the Amphitheatre
against the not-yet totally darkened sky. He got a sudden feeling
as if a part of him were entirely detached from this agitating
crisis, this cursed need of decision, and as if this part of him, like
that dark bank against the sky, were so immersed in the fatality
of matter as to be ready to face whatever happened with easy
acquiescence.
But Thuella was addressing him now in a brusque, rather
harsh voice. "The thing to do," she said, "is to take this woman,
if she really wants to leave them and if they'll let her go, to my
sister's in Friary Lane."
"Your sister's?"
Dud felt, as he looked past her head at that dark bank against
the sky, as if he and poor Wizzie were being pushed through a
damp mist—she still in her lavender tights and he with his use-
less cudgel, into a narrowing perspective of irretrievable destiny
inscribed "Friary Lane."
"Yes, you didn't know I had a sister living in the town, did
you? She and I don't hit it off so awfully well; but you'll
probably like her better than you do me! Her name's Jane,
Jane Dearth; but she's separated from Tom Dearth and lives
by herself. Dad dotes on her but she's too hard-working to be
much with us. She disapproves of me and when we're together
I can't help being more—you know—of what she disapproves.
They say she has some kind of an affair with a fellow next door—
an idealistic chap. But she's the one to take this woman. She
lives alone. She has a spare room, I know, because my brother
comes and stays with her. But the real point is she makes a cult
of helping girls like this, and if you	"
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